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Letting  Qo 


Shiny, 

Tutting  at  its  string,  f- 
The  helium  balloon  J 
Struggled  to  be  free,  ^ 
'But  the  string  was  secure 
In  the  tig  fit  fist  of  the  little  girl 
'The  breeze  urged  the  balloon  to  rebel. 
"Come  with  me! "  it  whispered  through  the  tree  tops. 
It  promised  unimagined heights  of  joy. 
finally, 

The  fis t  related jus talit tie, 
'Enough  to  grant  freedom  and 
Tain. 

The  wind  toofi  the  balloon  out  of  sight, 

The  tears  made  a  path  down  the  little  girl's  cheeky 

To  rest  on  the  cold,  hard  ground. 

Laughing,  the  balloon  soared  far  away  from  the  anguish. 
It  reveled  in  the  freedom  of  the  clouds. 
'But  loneliness  grew. 

Even  the  clouds  traveled  in  groups  it  seemed. 
The  wind  played  9lide-and-Seef^only 
It  never  sought. 

Soon,  the  balloon  tired  of  games  and 
Longed  to  be  comforted. 
It  descended  slowly 

To  rest  in  the  security  of  another  child's  open  arms. 

The  wind  coidd  not  promise  the  warmth  that  is  given  freely, 

Unthinking, 

Jrom  a  heart  of  love. 


Angela  <M.  'Hurst 
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'The  Call  of  a  fireman 


As  the  nig  fit  grows  old  and  tired 
And9dost  are  fast  asleep 
An  Alarm  sounds  throughout  the  neighborhood 
'Then  my  job  quietly  begins. 

'The  blood  races  through  my  veins 
And  my  heart  starts  to  pound 
A  thousand  thoughts  flood  my  mind 
As  I  leave  my  home  not  knowing 
When  or  if  I  will  return. 

The  minutes  seem  like  hours 

As  I  finally  reach  the  station 

the  door  slowly  creeps  upward 

And  the  white  shiny  lights  from  within 

Spread  a  glow  in  the  night  air. 

The  H(ed  truckjrolls  out  of  its  bay 

As  I  step  into  my  boots  and  tighten  down  my  straps 

%uUs  and  procedures  start  to  cloud  my  sleepy  mind 

because  it  only  takes  one  mistake 

To  end  one  's  career. 

There  is  always  a  sense  of  danger 

that  never  seems  to  go  away 

'y'ou  try  to  turn  that  to  your  advantage 

And  do  your  job  as  best  you  can 

doping  for  the  best  but  expecting  the  worst. 

A  mile  from  the  scene  an  orange  glow 

has  already  appeared  above  the  green  tree  tops 

The  ride  seems  to  go  by  so  slow  and  I  wonder 
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to  myseCf  "'Witt  this  truckgo  any  faster?" 'The  question 
Quickjy  passes  as  the  fwase  comes  into  sight. 

The  seem  is  one  of  chaos 

The  smoke  is  black^and thick^making  sight 

A  precious  commodity.  The  James  saturate 

the  air  limiting  one  's  ability  to  Breathe.  Time 

then  begins  to  reverse  and  becomes  ever  so  important. 

The  heat  of  the  blaze  is  intense 
And  my  face  feels  hot  to  the  touch 
Through  the  hose  which  is  clenched 
tightly  in  my  hands  flow  eight  hundred 
gallons  of  water  each  minute. 

Slowly  but  surely  the  fire  comes 
under  control  and  starts  to  cool  down 
Twenty-five  thousand  gallons  of  water 
Andsv^hours  later  the  fire  is  out 
Then  the  clean  up  begins. 

The  ride  home  is  calm  and  allows  one 's 

nerves  to  settle  quite  a  bit.  The  reports 

and  comments  from  the  chief  can  usually 

"Wait  until  a  more  convenient  hour.  As  I  lay 

backfn  the  bed  my  mind  begins  to  clear  and  I  thinks— 

The  amount  of  money  that  your  life  is  worth 
Cannot  be  measured  in  pounds  or  Qold. 
(But  yet  you  put  it  on  the  line  for 
A  simple  "ThankSfou "  and  knowing  that  you 
9-lave  done  the  best  that  you  can  do. 


"Matthew  (W.  Martin 
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Let  the  Music  Tlay 


found  thickly  in  this  plot  oj  lift  which  I  have  acquired 
Is  the  music  of  reality. 

9{g  longer  in  the,  world  of  fantasy  where  I  lived  on  the 
"Edge  of  insane  insanity. 

Mways  I  stray  away  from  the  path  and  play  with  the  unreal 
Persons  of  the  mind, 

Several  times  have  I  missed  my  calling  and  Seen  left  behind- 
9{pwhere  to  find. 

fantasy  or  %eality?  is  a  question  that  should  remain  un- 
answered for  a  while, 

I  thinkit  is  too  difficult  to  comprehend;  insanity 
O-las  no  volume  dial. 

Ml  alone  in  the  corner  the  minstrel  plays  a  sweet  tune 
Which  only  I  can  hear. 

fie  soothes  my  thoughts  and  relates  my  courage  with  an 
Invitation  to  fear. 

I  feel  the  rhythm  grab  my  soul  and  carry  it  to  its  master. 
I  feel  my  heart  begin  to  thump  and  pump  faster  and  faster. 

The  people  begin  to  chant:  take  him  and  keep  his  mind; 
Tase  our  pain. 

They  are  jealous,  I  kjww,for  once  I  envied  the  mind  of 
The  sane. 
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/  escaped  their  daws  and  built  a  fortress  for  my  mind 
'Which  is  made  of  stone. 

1 1  has  no  doors,  watts,  or  anything  else,  ft  is  in  my 
'Thoughts  where  I  am  all  atone. 

Safe  at  Cast  I  laughing  say, 
"Tick^up  your  flute  and  let  the  music  play. " 

Qreg  T,.  Mackey 


Jou. 
L 

'We. 


are  there  two? 

or  are  there  three?  ■  the  you,  the  I,  the  we. 
or  will  you  and  I  no  longer  be? 
leaving  only  one  -  the  we. 


no  to  the  two. 
yes  to  the  three. 
But  yes!  to  the  One- 


%gbert  *E.  Clay 
(Dedicated  to  my  wife,  'Winnie. 
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5\  friend's  Loss 


Last  weekend,  while  sightseeing  at  the  Isle  of  (Palms,  I 
went  to  view  a  friend's  home,  which  was  located  on  the  beach 
front  of  the  IsU  of  (Palms.  I  putted  the  car  into  the  driveway 
and  I  was  astonished  by  the  display  of  damage  left  by  the 
hurricane.  After  I  parked  the  car,  I  realized  that  I  drove  over 
little  pieces  of  glass  that  were  scattered  throughout  the  yard. 
Tiles  offence  posts  lay  scattered  where  a  wooden  fence  circled 
the  house.  After  surveying  the  sadness  on  the  outside,  I 
proceeded  to  go  further  into  the  inside. 

The  house  consisted  of  two  stories  with  a  parking  garage  on 
the  side  of  it.  The  bottom  section  of  the  house  was  totally 
destroyed.  I  could  not  believe  my  eyes  as  I  walked  inside  the 
house.  The  walls  supporting  the  first  story  lay  crumbled  on 
the  floor.  The  only  thing  left  was  the  bathroom,  which  was 
located  at  the  right  corner  of  the  house. 

Jour  concrete  poles  were  preventing  the  second  story  from 
falling.  The  staircase  leading  to  the  second  floor  was  stable 
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enough  to  ivatf^up.  I  walked  gingerly  towards  the  second 
floor  fioping  it  looked  Setter  than  the  first  floor.  Two  Bulky 
holes  were  located  in  the  kitchen  ceiling.  On  the  coiling,  wet 
spots  appeared  all  through  the  house  Because  of  the  recent 
rain.  The  sliding  glass  doors  leading  out  to  the  deck  were  all 
shattered.  Tlxe  deck^that  covered  the  front  top  •  ic  house 
was  no  where  to  be  found.  The  ashes  from  the  chimney  were 
scattered  all  over  the  cm-pet  in  the  living  room.  !As  I  stood  in 
the  center  of  the  living  room,  I  suddenly  felt  as  empty  as  the 
house  itself. 

9{e7ct,  I  decided  to  go  for  a  walk-on  tlie  Beach  in  order  to 
clear  my  mind.  'Big piles  of  deBris suddenly  Became  an  oBstacle 
to  get  to  the  Beach.  'When  I  reached  the  Beach  I  threw  off  my 
shoes  almost  forgetting  what  I  just  saw.  I  walked  on  the 
Beach ,  sand  gathering  in  Between  my  toes.  I  ran  to  the  ocean 
to  get  a  feeling  of  the  water.  !My  toes  turned  purple  as  the 
water  swept  over  my  feet,  ft  frown  took^over  my  face  and  I 
Became  sad.  'The  Bitterness  of  the  water  somehow  matched  the 
feeling  of  the  house.  The  fog  that  hovered  over  the  island  was 
thickjindimpossiBle  to  see  through.  iMy  mind  was  filled  with 
frustration  and  emptiness  Because  of  the  feeling  of  the  island. 

I  decided  to  pick,  up  my  shoes  and  walk.  Back,  to  my  car. 
'Walking  in  silence,  a  state  of  depression  set  over  me  and  into 
my  mind.  I  got  into  the  car,  and  looked  Back.at  the  crippled 
house,  But  Icouldnotsee  it  Because  of  the  fog.  Inasense  I  was 
relieved  that  I  could  not  see  the  house.  The  house  was 
destroyed,  and  it  Brought  emptiness  to  my  heart. 

Matthew  Xempf 
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'The  'Memory  of  a  Time 


Traveling  down  a  minding  country  road, 
ittuminated  by  the  Light  of  a  Bright  full  moon  ... 
I  reccdC  the  memory  of  a  time  not  too  long  ago, 
'When  my  dreams  coxddnot  come  true  too  soon  ... 

I  think^of friends  gone  by  ... 

Time  has  faded  their  smites, 

and  as  the  night  drifts  by,  f  askjwhy? 

friends  for  a  time,  nozu  separated  by  miles  ... 

"Such  is  Life "  one  may  say, 

how  our  dreams,  our  goats,  part  true  friends  ... 

Is  it  fair  how  life  takes  away? 

and  passes  through  like  cold  winter  winds  ... 

'But  even  as  the  wind  carries  dead  brittle  leaves, 

it  carries  also  me! 

for  in  a  dream  it  weaves 

a  timeless  truth  always  to  be  ... 

Those  Loving  memories  will  always  keep  you  close  tome  ... 


%gnnie  %ggers 
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Mis  'fire 


Over  many  miles  /  have  traveled 
'To  the  many  things  I  ve  done 
lip  the  fiitt  I  walk^hlindly 
trying  at  [east  to  have  fun. 

At  the  edge  I  sit  looking 
'Wondering  how  far  I  must  go 
Life  s  cold  wind chills  me 
"Where  success  leads  I  follow. 

Though  the  way  is  very  hard 
I  press  onward,  onward,  over  the  hill 
'Winning  and  losing  those  I  love 
9dy  own  fate  is  up  to  my  wilt. 

'What  is  the  price  I  must  pay 
'Why  is  it  always  another  tool 
T,ven  if  I  never  get  to  make  it 
I U know  I  at  least  shot  at  my  goal. 


Joseph  Cokcr 
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The  ValUy 


l  walk  through  the  valley,  through 
the  hot  and  cold 
IA  valley  of  death,  some  have 
been  told. 

I  walf^not  alone  for  9{e  is  there 
Quiding  my  footsteps,  each  ivith  care. 

Valleys  are  common  and  many  they  come 
(But  there 's  hope  at  the  end,  Jesus  the  Son. 

Jor  every  valley  doth  have  its  peak^ 
"With  Jesus  on  my  side,  I '11  never  Be  zueak. 

So  out  of  the  valley,  with  Jesus,  I  fly 
And  Qod,  in  my  life  shall  reign  on  high. 


Cathy  'Ward 
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5\  Sunset 

'The  water  shimmers  reflecting  the  sun's  rays 
that  are  cast  from  a  fading  sky 
greyed  by  clouds  from  the  beginning  of  day  ... 

'The  tears  that  had faCCen  from  on  high 
fed  and  quenched  the  thirsty  earth 
Leaving  behind  a  disturbed  angry  sky ... 

9{pw  'Earth  emits  a  sweet  aroma  of  new  birth, 
It  i  the  beginning  of  spring  time, 
Sorrow  can  be  of  great  worth  ... 

In  the  west  the  clouds  broke  away 
Leaving  path  of  sunlight  to  climb, 
Then  could  I  only  stand  amazed ... 

An  enormous  explosion  filled  the  sky, 

Light  and  colors,  for  a  frozen  moment  in  time, 

Qod's  Love  and  beauty  now  filled  my  eyes  ... 

J  or  like  a  glorious  tapis  try 
unveiled  before  the  mentors  of  time, 
Qod's  precious  Love  rained  out  sunshine  ... 


%gnnie  %ggers 
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In  Memory 


She  had  a  twinkle  in  her  eyes, 

'That  tenderness  in  her  touch, 

find  love  in  her  heart. 

'Mer  sense  of  humor  and  personality 

were  reflected  in  her  smite. 

She  did  everything  ivith  pleasure,  even 

things  not  as  fed  of  her. 

'Everyone  was  drawn  to  her. 

9{er  warmth  and  energy  were  contagious. 

She  loved  loving  and  therefore  received 

it  in  abundance. 

She  was  something  to  loolcjorward  to 
and  to  lookjxp  to. 

I  wish  she  did  not  have  to  go,  but  we 
thank^Qodfor  the  time  we  had  with  her. 
9{er  image  and  person  have  been 
stamped  indelibly  on  everyone  she  met. 
In  our  heart  and  minds,  she  will 
live  on  for  an  eternity. 


Jennifer  Mons 
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Trying  Times 


September 21, 1989,  was  one  of  the  most  memorable  and  terrifying  days 
of  my  life.  One  of  the  most  gruesome  and  deadly  hurricanes  of  the  century 
rocked  my  home,  community,  county,  and  state  of  South  Caro  firm.  'The  port 
city  of  Charleston,  where  I  have  lived  ail  of  my  life,  was  about  to  be  hit  by 
an  awesome  act  of  Qod.  'This  hurricane,  packed  with  winds  of  135  miles 
per  hour,  gusts  of  1  50  miles  per  hour,  would  demolish  everything  in  its  path. 

I  was  a  freshman  in  my  first  semester  at  baptist  College  at  Char- 
leston, and  I  had  heard  all  week^about  this  terrible  storm  destroying  some 
of  the  beautiful  islands  in  the  Caribbean.  As  the  weekjinfolded,  Charleston 
began  to  prepare  for  the  worst  disaster  ever  to  occur  there.  'Windows  were 
taped  or  boardedup  to  prevent  breakage.  Qrocery  stores  were  crowded  with 
people  purchasing  canned  goods  and  other  necessities.  People  living  on  the 
barrier  islands  in  the  Charleston  area  were  asked  to  evacuate,  and  1-26 
highway  was  heavdy  traveled  by  those  from  the  area  seeking  refuge  in  the 
supposedly  safer  areas  of  our  state. 

On  'Wednesday,  September  20,  I  went  to  school  as  usual.  Everyone 
was  talking  about  'Hurricane  Hugo  and  what  they  were  going  to  do.  Many 
people  were  having  trouble  deciding  whether  to  stay  in  their  homes,  to  go 
further  inland,  or  to  go  to  the  many  shelters  that  were  available.  My  family 
and  I  were  going  to  "ride  out  the  storm "  in  our  home  in  northern  Berkeley 
County,  in  the  small  community  of  Macedonia.  After  my  classes  had 
finished,  I  came  home  to  prepare  for  the  awful  storm  that  was  coming.  On 
Thursday,  the  day  of  the  storm,  my  mother  and  I  toof^  the  necessary 
precautions  that  we  had  heard  about  on  the  television  and  the  radio.  'We 
filled  the  bathtub  with  water,  tookjhe  swing  off  the  front  porch,  made  sure 
all  of  the  flashlights  had  batteries  in  them,  and  waited  for  the  worst  to 
come.  At  6:00  p.m.,  the  winds  started  to  pickjip  force, gusting  to  50  miles 
per  hour,  and  I  kjiezv  that  I  was  in  for  the  longest  night  of  my  life. 

My  mother  and  I  were  watching  television,  and  we  heard  exactly 
where  Hugo  was  going  to  hit  land:  Charleston!  At  10:30  p.m.,  the 
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electricity  went  off  in  our  heme.  'My  grandparents  had 
already  gone  to  bed.  But  we  stayed  up  all  night  listening  to  the 
horrible  wind  and  the  torrential  rainfall  Ajter  the  electricity 
went  off,  I  turned  on  the  radio  to  QJ07.  'The  disc  jockeys  were 
trying  to  ease  the  pain  or  at  least  calm  the  nerves  of  the  listeners 
by  cracking  jokes. 

I  had  both  of  my  dogs  in  the  house  with  me.  The  cats  and 
chickens  would  have  to  do  their  best  to  survive  on  their  own, 
which  they  did  to  my  surprise.  'By  12:00  midnight,  Hugo  had 
arrived  with  full  force.  I  heard  the  trees  snapping  every  minute. 
'The  wind  broke  them  as  if  they  were  toothpicks.  'Even  my  dogs 
knew  something  terrible  zvas  taking  place.  They  were  so  nervous 
that  tkey  urinated  all  over  the  floor.  At  2:00  a.m.,  I  thought  that 
the  worst  was  over.  'Boy,  was  I  ever  wrong!  Then,  all  of  a 
sudden  a  tree  hit  the  house.  It  sounded  like  an  atomic  bomb  had 
been  dropped.  Luckily,  only  minor  damage  was  done  to  the  roof. 

The  wind  was  blowing  so  hard  that  it  ripped  the  columns 
off  of  the  front  porch  and  picked  up  the  screen  door  and  threw 
it  20  yards  in  the  front  yard.  'When  this  happened,  the  water 
came  pouring  over  and  under  the  front  door.  1 11  admit  that  at 
this  point  I  was  pretty  scared.  I  was  concerned  about  the  safety 
of  my  fandly,  but  I  was  really  worried  about  my  new  trucks 
which  I  had  just  purchased  two  weeks  before  the  storm.  'When 
I  went  out  the  ne\t  morning,  trees  and  debris  were  all  around  my 
truck;  but  fortunately  no  damage  was  done  to  it.  Qod  had 
answered  my  prayers. 

Throughout  the  long  night  of  the  hurricane,  many  tornadoes 
were  spawned.  In  my  opinion,  it  may  have  been  the  tornadoes 
that  were  responsible  for  a  lot  of  the  damage  in  some  localities. 

All  in  all,  I,  as  well  as  many  others  in  the  state,  was  very, 
lucky- lucky  to  be  alive,  andliuzky  to  have  our  friends  and  family 
to  be  there  for  us  in  these  'trying  times'  that  were  stilly  et  to  come 
in  the  aftermath  of  'Hurricane  Hugo. 

Quentin  Cook, 
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'feeling 

'The  melody  of  the  mind 
The  song  of  a  soaring  soul 

The  feelings  from  the  flow  of  thought  from  my  heart. 

"Each  contribute  special  somethings 

To  the  lifting  of  life's  mile 

^Hindering  your  trials  and  lengthening  your  smile. 

The  soft  murmuring  of  a  newborn 

The  gentle  touch  of  a  loved  one 

The  whispering  wind  hinting  the  coming  season. 

These  and  many  different  more  are 
a  few  of  the  little  things 
That  we  all  sometimes  take  for  granted 
Instead  of  praises  sing. 

Cathy  JoAnna  Ward  T 

In  loving  memory  of  my  grandfather,  Staton  Qriffen,  and  the 
inspiring  memory  of  him. 
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(Beneath  tfu  stars  you  have  (Cjen.  1:16-17) 
ptaced above: 

I  find  myself  in  azve  of  your 
love. 

(Beside  myseif,  my  heart  open  (1  Cor.  5:13) 
wide: 

'Before  I  coil  your  name  you  re 
there  at  my  side. 

you  know  my  mind  and  the  ('Psalm  7:9) 
thoughts  therein;  (rPhd4:7) 

you  ivipe  away  the  fear  as  ('Hum  6:26) 
your  peace  settles  in. 

Cradled  in  joy  in  your  (Tsalm  16:11) 
everlasting  arms; 

you  protect  me  from  this  world 
and  ail  its  sinful  charms, 

(Daily  recreate  me  ma/ce  me 
more  like  you. 

To  glorify  your  name  in  all  I 
say  and  do. 

Teach  me  of  the  things  unseen 
through  faith  I've  only  heard.  (Oleb  11) 

(Desiring  day  by  day  a  new 
lesson  from  your  word. 

Offering  these  words  as  sincere 
praise  from  my  heart. 

(To  the 'everlasting  'King  of  (Kings  O  Lord 
how  Qreat  Thou  Art.  (<Ps.  43:3) 

CaroCVuff  ^ 
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A  "Tribute  to  the  Reflection  <Pond 


On  cloudy  days  your  murkiness 

reminds  me  of  a  muddy  mess 

On  sunny  days  you  refCect  true 

the  Blue  skjes  hanging  over  you. 

At  night  is  my  favorite  time 

zv hen  the  waddling  ducks  quackjn  rhyme, 

The  tights  from  the  chapel  roof 

shine  bright  reflected  as  proof 

you  truly  are  a  reflection  pond 

looking  as  if  some  fairy's  wand 

9{as  just  passed  over  you 

dropping  sparkles  of  hue. 

Students  walk^By  in  a  daze 

and  never  their  tired  eyes  raise, 

To  see  the  magnificent  view 

calmly  reflected  By  you. 


%  Oieisey 
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Let 's  go  for  a  ztmlkjn  the  parlor  maybe  just  look^at  the  moon 
Let 's  walk^along  the  beach  hand  in  hand. 
I  just  want  tfie  world  to  see  that  I  love  you  and  you  re  my  man 
Just  iet  the  birds  fly  by  and  be  jealous  even  though  they  sang 
Let  the  waves  roar  viciously  because  they  can 't  say  the  same 

Let  the  sun  know  I  care  by  the  radiance  in  my  eyes 

Let  the  winds  whistle  'Hallelujah  love  is  here  again 
And  let  every  grain  of sand  be  a  small  sign  of  how  much  I  really  love  you 
And  may  the  breath  of  a  rose  let  you  know  this  is 

%gmance. 

CO.  Richardson  ^ 

The  Zebra 


Peaceful  nature  ■  unworthy  man 
'Who  will  fall  and  who  will  stand? 
'Desert  sand,  desert  sand 
It  u  'as  I  who  raped  the  land. 

I  plant  a  seed  and  watch  it  grow 
you  will  reap  what  you  did  sow. 
I  start  a  war  and  then  I  die 
'Does  time  stand  still  or  does  it  fly? 

Apologize  is  just  a  word 

To  be  said  and  never  heard... 

I  am  sorry  graceful  friend 

J  or  the  wound  that  will  not  mend. 


Ail  alone  the  Zebra  watches,  solitary  and  wise... 
.  for  we  all  know  that  it's  stripes  tell  of  mans  demise. 


Qreg  Mackey  (| 
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I !Am!A  Dreamer 

I  dream  of  a  world 
of joy  and  peace, 
wlxere  the  days  never  end, 
and  the  nights  never  cease. 

A  place  where  all 
are  forever  friends. 
&  perfect  world 
with  harmonic  trends. 

A  place  where  chances 
and  choices  abound, 
and  challenges  are 
waiting  to  he  found. 

<The  children  are  happy, 
well-fed  and  content. 
A  place  where  what  matters 
is  not  said,  but  meant. 

Uiis  world  does n  't  e?cist, 

I  m  sorry  to  say, 

but  if  you  and  I  try, 

our  world  will  stay 

and  become  like  this  world 

of  which  I  speaks 

If  we  remove  the  violence, 

and  harmony  we  seek, 


"Eric  Stephens 
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9{gw  it  has  finaffy  come  down  to  the  uhre, 
it  is  tune  to  graduate  up  to  something  higher. 
I  feel  so  scared  of  what  lies  ahead, 
I  cannot  steep,  I  just  toss  and  turn  in  bed. 
Steep  does  net  come  no  matter  what  I  do, 
I  feet  tike  a  cett  being  sptit  in  two. 
One  part  is  happy  to  go  on  in  chitdish  ways, 
the  other  part  wants  to  prepare  for  future  days 
(My  tost  challenge  is  on  me  tike  the  grim  reaper, 
into  my  heart  his  sickle  sinks  deeper. 
%e(easing  btood  to  trickle  upon  my  feet, 
andstowty  I  begin  to  visualize  defeat. 
(But  now  I  must  team  to  face  my  fate, 
and  to  fight  to  rise  out  of  this  dark^state. 


(Daniel  farmer 
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"Ihe  Way  it  Was 


'Though,  it  s  hard  to  admit  its  time  j or  goodbye 

'We  can  hones tfy  say  we  at  (east gave  it  a  try. 

I  m  glad  we  foutul  each  other  and  shared  a  dream  or  two 

I  don 't  thinly ou  'tt find  another  who  '11  love  you  idee  I  do 

I  can 't  Cet  go  when  I  feet  that  somethings  still  there. 

And  I  pray  that  you  Ucome  Sac^to  me  when  you  realize  how 

much  I  cart. 

'But  until  that  day  comes  if  it  ever  does; 

I'd  hold  on  to  the  memories  of  the  way  it  was. 

So  I '11  wipe  away  the  tears  and  put  away  the  frown. 

And  I  '11  thinf^of  all  the  good  times  in  only  you  I  found. 

Carol 'Buff  ^ 
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'Evolution 


In  the  beginning  there  was  no  sound 

•then  was  no  air  -  there  zvas  no  ground. 

In  the  Beginning  there  zvas  no  'Bang, 
Tor  in  that  moment  silence  sang. 

In  the  Beginning  Qodwas  alone, 

'He  wasn  't  created;  but  created  the  damn. 

In  the  beginning  He  kjiew  of  the  end, 

He  knew  of  betrayal  by  one  of  his  friends. 

In  the  beginning  is  right  where  we  are, 
*We  've  come  so  close  to  be  so  far. 

In  the  beginning  'Eternity  slept, 

Evolution  began  and  Jesus  wept. 

QregMackey  ^ 
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Why  do  we  disobey  our  Qod  above? 

Is  it  that  we  are  unsure  of  his  Cove? 

Are  ive  so  caught  up  in  a  different  kind  of  affection, 

that  due  to  it  we  suffer  from  major  misconception. 

After  ail he  gave  us  a  wonderful  life, 

even  though  we  experience  some  pain  and  strife. 

Oie  sent  his  son  to  wipe  our  slates  clean, 

a  human  sacrifice  for  you  and  me. 

Still  we  cannot  accept  the  fact 

that  between  you  and  Qod  there  is  a  pact. 

A  pact  of  love,  a  pact  of  devotion, 

a  pact  that  within  me  strikes  every  emotion. 

So  take  into  consideration  what  Qodonce  said 

!AskJ or  forgiveness  and  repent  so  you  can  plan  ahead. 


LOVE 


Love  is  compared  to  many  things 

(But  comes  closest  in  my  mind  to  a  wild  rose 

In  full  bloom. 

The  sweet  smell  of  the  flower 
'Hides  the  prickly  stem 
'With  beauty  unmeasured. 
So,  too,  does  our  happiness 
Hide  the  turmodin  our  hearts 
'When  zve  can  not  be  toge titer. 
Separated  in  body, 
Together  in  soul. 

I  have  pondered  and  the  answers  elude  me. 

The  rose  needs  the  rain 

As  it  needs  the  sun  to  grow. 

The  rain  has  come. 

9{pw,  let  the  sun  rise. 

rDry  the  tears 

And  let  happiness 

%uie  the  heart. 

A  rose  needs  the  gentle  caress 

Of  a  springtime  breeze 

Just  as  I  need  you 

'With  me  always 

Joined  heart  to  heart  forever. 


Angela  <M.  Hurst 
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Ufappy  'Birthday  Qranny 

It  sure  is  a  pretty  day.  We  used  to  take  walks  on  days  like 
this,  you  'dgrab  my  tittle  hand,  then  off  we  went.  !As  we  walked 
along,  we  watched  the  different  Birds,  or  picked  flowers  for  the 
dinner  table.  (But  we  always,  always  stopped  to  taste  the  honey 
suckles.  I  still  remember  the  way  you  taught  me  to  pull  the  stem  just 
right  to  get  the  drop  of  honey  from  inside.  I  the  iht  it  was  a  lot  of 
work.for  such  a  small  taste,  but  I  loved  it  anyway. 

(Do  you  remember  the  pine  seed  we  planted?  We  were 
walking  along  beside  the  woods  one  day,  when  this  small  pine  seed 
came  floating  down  in  front  of  us.  It  spun  around  and  around  like 
a  toy  helicopter.  I  didn  't  know  what  it  was  at  first,  but  you  got  a 
pine  cone  and  showed  me  where  it  came  from.  And  that  night  you 
helped  me  plant  it.  'But  I  was  so  impatient.  I  wanted  it  to  grow  up 
as  high  as  the  clouds  by  the  ne?(t  morning.  But  you  eiqplained  that 
the  seed  was  like  my  body.  Just  as  it  would  take  years  for  me  to  be 
astrongadult,  it  would  take  years  for  the  seed  to  grow  into  a  tall  tree. 
So,  I  calmed  down,  and  every  night  before  I  had  my  supper,  I  would 
water  my  tree.  Jou  know  it  s  twice  as  tall  as  me  now. 

Oh  and  boys.  I  used  to  thinkyou  were  crazy  when  you  told 
me  I  would  like  boys  one  day.  But  you  were  right;  you  were  right. 
Sometimes  I  thinks  I  like  boys  too  much.  (Do  you  remember  Bobby 
Smith?  'He  put  the  bubble  gum  in  my  hair  in  the  first  grade.  Can  you 
believe  he  had  the  nerve  to  ask.  me  to  the  prom.  Well,  of  course  I 
turned  him  down.  I've  never  forgiven  him  for  that  bubble  gum. 

I  still  have  the  teddy  bear  that  you  gave  me  for  my  second 
birthday.  It  sits  on  my  bed  at  college,  and  when  I  get  lonely,  I  hold 
it  really  tight  and  think^about  you.  I  love  you  granny!  Happy 
Birthday! 


Lindy  Walker 
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Sometimes  I  feet  [ike  a  stranger  in 
my  own  mind; 

Afraid  to  search  my  thoughts  not 
knowing  what  I 'it find; 

Afraid  to  search  my  heart  not 
knowing  what 's  there; 

Afraid  to  open  up  not  knowing 
what  to  share. 

Lonely,  tired  of  hiding,  not  letting 
anyone  in; 

Wishing  I  could  but  not  knowing 
where  to  begin. 

Afraid  of  these  feelings  not  knowing  what 
they  're  about; 

Qetting  confused  sorting  them  out; 

Jeeling  alone  in  a  world  so  vast; 

9dy  life  s  passing  me  by  a  little  too  fast. 

Carol  <Buff  ^ 
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The  Smile  of  a  handicapped Child 

The  room  became  suddenly  silent  by  the  UttCe  infant 's 
hilarious  smile.  Oie  struggled  hard  to  hold  his  head  up  as  he 
gave  me  a  sidy  grin.  Then  he  looked  at  me  as  if  I  were  crazy 
for  pretending  not  to  pay  him  any  attention.  Olis  eyes  rolled 
to  the  top  of  his  head  to  suggest  that  I  should  go  on  with 
what  I  was  doing,  and  then  he  smiled  again  to  say  that 
everything  would  be  fine.  Oie  kicked  his  legs  up  in  the  air 
and  moved  his  arms  rapidly  as  he  proceeded  to  go  nowhere, 
but  to  only  show  his  progress  in  his  struggle  to  get  better. 
(But  he  didn  't  move  an  inch  and  once  again  he  smiles  just 
to  see  me  laugh  at  his  enjoyment  in  spite  of  all  the  pain  he 
felt.  The  smile  of  a  handicapped  child  is  one  that  is  price- 
less and  too  often  rare  that  even  a  saint  would  be  proud  to 
call  his  own. 


Chandra  O.  Richardson 
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Love  Is  ft  Many-  "SVLl^tVL'XL'D"  -'tiling? 


"Love  is  a  many  splendored  thing, "  it  has  been  said, 

but  it  can  also  be  a  "many  splintered  thing. " 

It  can  be  smooth  and  polished  at  one  time, 

but  when  you  least  e?(pect  it  —  OZIC'MW 

Oiow  can  something  so  wonderfid be  so  painful? 

I  guess  it  all  depends  on  how  you  handle  it. 

If  you  handle  love  with  care,  and  hold  it  like  you  should, 

love  will  be  a  beautiful  thing  to  see  and  experience. 

-^However-  If  you  carelessly  press  too  hard  on  a  rough  area, 

"Beware! 

Just  like  a  wood  splinter,  proper  treatment  and  attention 
can  heal  a  "love  splinter. " 

*But  neglect  and  abuse  can  cause  the  wound  to  become  infected 
and  leave  a  scar  for  life. 
So,  treat  love  carefidly  and  enjoy  its  beauty. 
If,  by  chance,  you  should  get  a  "love  splinter, " 
don 't  just  hope  it  will  go  away — 
Qet  rid  of  it  and  let  the  healing  begin. 
With  the  right  kind  of  attention,  Love  will  again  become 
"a  many  splendored  thing. " 

VerictMlen  (Pindroh 
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Somebody  Trobably  Said  "This 


you  wronged me! 
'Worthless  Bride  of  situations! 
(Did you  realty  thinks 
That  I  was  that  foolish? 
"Enough  of  afoot 
To  let  this  go  on? 
Things  were  wonderful, 

7 or  a  while. 
Then  you  turned  away 
And  ran  from  what  we  had. 
you  stupid  coward!! 
you  had  your  share 
Of  chances, 
More  than  should  Be  allowed, 
*But  not  again! 
iKow  dare  you  thinly 
That  you  could  take  my  heart 
And  drop  it  to  the  ground 
In  a  crumpled  heap. 
When  I  see  you  again 
I'llrememBer 
9low  much  it  hurt. 
Then  I 'm gonna '  punch  you 
In  the  nose, 
Tie  your  hair  in  knots, 
%\ib  your  face 
In  the  dirt, 
And  kick^your  little  tad 
Into  the  reflection  pond. 
"But  we  can  still 
(Befriends! 

Chip%eeves 
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'Running 


'Wfuj  do  I  run, 

Am  I  so  afraid  of  you 

Or  is  it  me. 

Am  I  afraid  of  the  truth 

Or  is  it  that  I  just  am  not  ready  to  face  it. 

I  know  it  hurts  you 

So  why  do  I  do  it, 

"Why  can't  I  stop. 

It  fust  doesn  't  seem  fair 
That  I  hurt  you  so  that  I  won  't get  hurt. 
(But  the  truth  is  toe  Both  endup  getting  hurt, 
you  say  don 't  run,  you  can  taCf^  to  me, 
(But  it  is  you  I  am  running  from. 

wwy/ 

'There  are  feelings  that  I  have  never  felt  before 
And  I  don 't  understand  them, 
It 's  so  hard  to  comprehend. 

Am  I  testing  you? 
If  so,  why? 
I  am  so  afraid, 
'But  what  of? 

you,  me,  us,  them,  I  fust  don 't  know. 
It  s  just  so  hard  to  understand. 

'PCease  O  Lord,  just  give  me  the  strength, 

Qive  me  your  guidance  so  I  can  make  it  through  another  day. 


%phin  'McAhon 
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Child  of  god 


What  can  I  do? 

is  a  question  often  used 

By  Christians  today ... 

(But  what  it  entails 
is  of  no  great  detail, 
if  I  may  say  ... 

It  first  starts 

in  the  depths  of  our  heart, 

and  humili  ty  of  mind . . . 

7b  believe  as  a  child 
with  a  mind  undefiled 
By  sinful  mankind . . . 

So,  what  can  we  do, 

But  realize  who  we  Belong  to, 

and  <B<E  A  Oil  LTD  Of  QOV  . 


%gnnie  %pgers 
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Apology  Unnecessary 

'l-tfio's  to  say  I'm  sorry  or  even  that  its  okay 

"Whether you  hurt  someone 's  feelings  or  downcast  someone  's  day. 

Just  who  is  to  Be  forgiven  By  this  CittU  simple  phrase 
(Because  its  so  cliche '  to  say  and  its  meaning  has  Been  frayed. 

Oh  sure  they  were  only  kidding,  it  wasn 't  meant  to  hurt 
Or  even  offend  you-  are  the  words  they  surely  assert. 

"But  mostly  they  are  only  words,  things  that  are  often  said 
And  no  meaning  is  put  Behind  them,  they  might  as  well  Be  read. 

And  so  to  end  Always  think^Before  such  words  you  Bony 

May  Be  then  at  least  you  won 't  have  to  explain  or  stop  to  say  I'm 


Cathy  "Ward 
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"The  'Butterfly 

you  an  a  but t erf ly, 
J 'bating  through  my  world 
On  a  breeze 
Of  my  emotions. 

[  am  a  flower, 
'Waiting  amid  the  others, 
Surrounded, 
yet,  alone. 
I  wait 

J 'or  the  brush  of  your  wing  tips, 
you  do  not  know  me  as  I  know  you. 

you  are  a  butterfly, 
And  soon, 
you  wilt  float  away 
Into  another  flower' s  world. 

I  cannot  follow. 
I  only  watch 
As  petals  of  emotion 
follow  you. 

I  am  only  a  flower 
"Waiting  for  the  beat 
Of  your  wings, 
you  are  a  butterfly 

floating  free. 


Angela  'Hurst 
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::"  Looks  like 
x  we  missed :; 

the  train 
J>>::  again." :>>> 

Chip  Reeves  Mj 


40 


